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was known as *Smugglers' Ward.' The force of his appeal
was driven home with a handsome bribe, surreptitiously
pressed into the turnkey's hand, and Rashleigh received per-
mission immediately to change his ward. It proved that
Tyrrell had not exaggerated the comforts which were to be
had in this notorious ward. The beds were all clean-looking,
and a number of them were screened off separately with
coarse curtains, thus dividing the main room into small
private apartments, which were actually rented by the wards-
man weekly to those who could afford them. There were
decent tables and chairs, and other furniture, and generally
Rashleigh decided that there were worse places in which to
hunt comfort than His Majesty's Jail.
Tyrrell gave him a share of his own two-bedded apart-
ment, enclosed like the rest with curtains. It contained
several shelves and a table with drawers, all loaded with
articles of petty merchandise which gave it the appearance
of a huckster's shop. A corner of the cubicle was actually
used for the latter purpose, as Rashleigh discovered when,
a few minutes after their arrival, several prisoners came to
purchase tea, sugar, coffee, milk, eggs, bacon, butter, and
other eatables, and the two of them were occupied for more
than an hour supplying the customers. His benefactor then
ordered a meal to be prepared for them, and Tyrrell noticing
his guest's surprise, explained that * Smugglers* Ward' kept
Its own hours and had its own regimen of existence indepen-
dent of prison routine. It was true, he said, that all had to
attend prayers in chapel every morning for half an hour
with the ruck of prisoners, but they returned to their beds
and remained snugly in them until the ward had been thor-
oughly cleaned out, their boots and clothes brushed, and
their breakfasts cooked by their servants. Every one of the
prison haut ton who could afford the luxury, employed a
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